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T he moU lamentable T rage die 

hisfoule, a was a metric man, tooke vp the chid, yea mU,.! , 
then fall vpon thy face ? then wtlt fall backeward ^henthottha^nme 
wit,wut thou not i u le ? oAnd by my holy dam, the pretty wretch left 
crying and fatd 1 : to fee now how a left, {ball come about. I warrant 
and IJh all hue a thoujand yeares , Iueuer (b'ould. form it : wilt thou 
not lul z quoth hei and prt ttyfooU it ftmted&nd fad /. 

Old La. Inough of this,I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Tes Madam , yet 1 cannot chufe but lamb , tothinheit 
Should leans crying and, lay 1 : and yet I warrant it had vpon it brow a 
bompe as big as ayoung Cocky els Hone ? a perilous knock, and it cried 
bitterly, lea quoth my husband, fall ft vpon thy face, thou wilt fall 
backi. *rd when thou commeftto age : wilt thou not Mciltfimed and 
Jaid i . J 3 

\uli. And flint thou tooj pray thee Nurfe/ay I. 

Nuife, Peace 1 haue done: Cjod marky thee too his grace .tbouwafi 
the prettieft babe that ere I nurft, andl might Hue to fee thee married 
mce.lhaue mywilh. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame 
I came to talke of; tell me daughter luhet, 

How ftands your difpofitions to be Married? 

Ik//. It is an hom e that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. Anhoure,werenot I thine onely Nurfe , I would fay thott 
hadft fuckt wif : dome from thy teat. 

Old La. Well think of marriage no wronger then you 
Here in Verona, l adiesofefteeme, 

Are made already mothers by my count. 

I was your mother, much vpon thefeyeares 
That you are now a maide.rhus then in briefet 
i he valiant Ajw fcekes you for his loue. 

~Kurfe, A man young Lady,Ladyfuch a man as all the world* 

Why heesaman ofwaxe. 

Old La. XJcronas Summer hath not fuch a flower, 

Nurfe. Nay hees a flowcrfnfatth a very flower . 

Old La , What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 

Tins night you flaali behold him at our feaft. 

Read ore the volume of young Paris face. 

And 


ef Borneo and luliet: 

Andfind delight, writ there with beauties pe% 

Examine euery feuwall liniament. 

And fee how one an other lends content: 

And what obfeurde in this faire volume lies, 

Find written in the margeant of his eyes. 

This precious booke of loue, this vnbound louer. 

To bcautifiehim, onely lacks a Couer. 

Thefifhliuesinthe fea.and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide: 

That booke in manies eyes dothfhare the gloric # 

That in gold clafpes, locks in the golden done: 

So Ihall you fhare all that he doth pofleffe, 

Byhauinghun, making yourfelfenolefle, 

Nurfe. No lelfe nay bigger women grow by men, 

0/^Aj.S peake briefly can you like of Tarts\o\xti 
lull. lie looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepc will I endart mine eye 

Then your content giuesflrength tOmakcfiy. Enter Seruing. 

Scruing. Madam, the guefts are come, fupper feru’d vp, you 
cald, my young Lady asktfor,theNurfecurftin the Pa a trie, 
and euery thing in extremitie:! muft hence to wait, Ibefeech 
youfollow ftraight. 

Mo. Wefollow thee, Juliet the Countie flaies, 

Nurfe, G oe gy rle, feeke happle nights to happic dayes. 

Exeunt » 

Ent e r Romeo, Mercutio, Benuolio, with $ue or fixe other- 
CMaskers , torch bearers . 

Romeo. What fhall this fpeech befpokefo-r our excuft# 

Or ihall wc on without apologie? 

2e»,The date is out of fuchprolixitie, 

VVeele haueno Cupid ,hudwinckt with a skarfc. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath. 

Sharing the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will 
Weele meafure them a meafure and be gone, 

Rom, Glue me a torch, I am not for this ambling, 
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